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The Jordan and the Yazoo.

Jeriono, May 14, 1885,

My Dear Dr, HoNTER
'llv‘ -:l-‘i»‘1.l" |\\'-| ii'-til"! |u'l'l\r--|].|‘v ]|i]i'{‘!|
on the gravel brink the Dead Sea!
then & bathe aod a swim in Jordan, pass
aver the site of Gilgal. I am restiog in
a good womau's house here on the
ground of the great city that was com-
passed and felll and 1 am moved to tell
you so! Somewhnt of a change since
September lnst, with vou at Munford-
ville and Jackson—{rom the newest to
the oldest of world's scenes! And oh,
the grandeur, a= one standing in the
midst of this great plain, sees Nebo on
the one gide and the Mountaiu of the
I'emptation on the other, overlooking
what was and ia!

Little more then a woek t ransferred me
from the camp of modern armies at
Suakin and Handoub to the Hely Shrines
of David and Jesus, and, st rAnge associ-
ation, at Jerusalem as on the Red Sea, 1
canvass fer stoves! Tonight | resume
the saddle, the sun in day-time being
rather hot, and retrace the rocky path-
WAy over the mountains of Juadea, some
four thousand feet above this plain, on
to Bethany, resting again at t‘m Holy
City, then onwards thirough John the
Baptist's birth-village, down through
Ramleh on to the plain of Sharon and
Joppa, and =ail for Beyrout, Cyprus,
Rhodes, Smyrna and Constantinople.
My son-in-law, the minister, is with me
[ heard him preach to the British soldiers
in the city of the Pharoahs. I hope you
and all our friends in Jackson are well,
and having all encouragement and hope.
The Jordan this morning reminds me of
the Yazoo, We visited the |'lul.‘F‘ of the
Nativity of Bethlehem and other shrines.

Your friend, JAs, SMITH.

The foregoing was written on a postal

card.—CLARION.

ALl night in

— _- .-
For Tug Cramioy, |

The Power of God.

FROM THE UERRERW BY EEYV. 1. WEKSE OF JACKAOX,

At the time the Jews lived under the
syrian vassalage, the Kingone day, after
having |inte'lll.‘§ to the high-priest declar-
ing the power of (iod, said: “I honor
vour 'Em\ who is so great and powerful,
vet since he permitted me to conguer
you, his people, he tao must recognize
my power and significance. Extend
him, therefore, my 1nvitation to a feast
I will prepare, and see to it that be shall
attend, or else 1 will hold you and your
peopls necountable and make yon suffer
for the consequences,” and, without
giviug the high priest opportunity to re-
ply the monsrch departed.

The day has arrived when in the gar-
den of the Kiog, sitoated adjacent to
the sen-shore, a great—extraordinary
great—feast was prepared. The high-
priest was summoned and appeared, but
he asaumed s place in a remote corner
and engaged in prayer. The sun shone
forth in lustral brightness, lending
grandeur to the occasion, and the azure
sky bore testimony to the sun’s illumina-
tive qualities. The festivity began, and
the high-priest was informed that the
King and his court are ready to receive
and entertain the God of the Hebrews,
but the high priest, seemingly absorbed
in prayer, gave no reply. Again he was
reminded of this, but ere he could have
answered, were he inclined to, a sudden
breeze arose which rapidly grew intoa
wind; soon it became a burricane,
finally began to grasp the tent, tables,
chairs, and all that was in its way, carry-
ing them into the sesa, huryinén them
into its billowy waves. The be-
came uneacy and inquired of the
priest whether he knew the canse of t s
phenomenon. * {Godiuspprmhinﬁ.i
replied he, “and these elements are His
servauts sent to clear the way before
their Almighty Master as on Mount
Horeb ir Elijah's time.” (see 1 Kings
19:11,12) The King trembled, fearing

: response of l'l’r;f. I:_‘ C

| the Aszocintion, was creeted 1-}' & round
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Mct in Okolona July 2nd. Opened
with prayer
Verona. The Association
business by electing Prof. J. W. John-
son, of Boouneville, chairman, and Prof.
E. H. B. Gladney, of Okolona, Secre-
tary. The following commitiees were
appointed :

iss Agnes Moore, of Okolona, whose
personal talent and thorough acquain-
tance with the musical resources of the
city eminently filled her for the position,
a committee of one to provide musie for
the occasion. -

On report o Tee Crarioy—>Miss
Ellen Arnett, of Okolona, Prof. C

Abernathy, of Troy.

{n Criticism—Prof. J. C,
Houston and Mrs. J.
Okolona,

On Query Box—PFProf. A. A. Kincan-
non, of Verona, whose profundity, wit,
and repariee furnished ever-varying
themes for interesting, edifying and
amusing the audience thoughout
l!l!‘("_ln.;.

Rev. J. M. of|
by Rev. J Mh'

Lt

promise to
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d
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A Saloon or a Factory’

il
the | whether
| vastly suggestive.

A statement i« going the rounds of the

- V. ! newspapers, that Col. F. Richardson has
Abernathy, of McCondy,and M. H. B. | pmtmed
Jackson,

to establish a cotton mill in
srovided that be can be assur-

Millew, of | red that the bar-rooms will be effectually
L. Matthews of | and permanently closed.

We do not know that the statement is
true; indeed, newspapers not over-
[riendly to the temperance cause, have
already pronounced it a prohibition
canard. The simple rumor, however,
founded on fact or not, is
It intimates that

On Resolutions—Supt. J. B, Gladuey, | whisky saloons and cotton factories, by
of Chickasaw eounty, and Prof. H. B.| public estimation, do not indicate 2

| very harmonious aeighborhood

Whnere

Iben followed a superlatively grand, i steady work, and regular work is de-

and beautiful address, an in-

Iling

)
’ Abernathy, of Troy.
|

spiration to teachers and breathing the | the

| very sunshine of Weleome whilst demon-
chose the -En‘;akf'r. delivered in his own
py style, by Col. A. Y. Harper, of
The eloquent and gracefal
Bedus, of Jack-
Migs,, including a word of !}mnke1
to the people of Okolona and a kind in- |

vitation to all to sttend the meetings of |

|
()

Auna.,

of npplavse
Music—An instrumental duet by Miss
Moore and Mra. Denton.
Then ao essay, by Mr. J, M
Verona. Truly she did justice to
her theme, "What Shall Our Girls Do ®
-evineing a thorough knowledge of the
talents and capabilities of her own sex.
Prof. J. W. Johnson, vacating the chair
in & eracefully worded phrases,
ecarnestly endorsed her theoriea.
Music— A vocal duet by Misses White
«all I !u.!.
After which was

—uone,

1ew

an interesting dis-
‘ussion on the subject of Co-education,
Prof. Kimbrough and

Ihe meeting '.1‘5,-»‘”11*"1 till three.

Afterno Opened with an
address by Supt. ‘-‘..‘-‘.n.-y, of Chicks-
suw, on the subject of Importance o
Organization.” His  remarks
pithy, pointed and conviocing.

An essay, subject, “The Teacker,” was
read by Prof. C. V. Abernathy.

Just here the call for music was re-
spanded to by FProf. Redus, who respect-
fully declined a public rendition of
‘The Solo™ 1o which Prof. Kincanon’s
characteristic and irrepressible wit sug-
gestad that he was pledged

By request, the pnormal method of
teaching Latin was then explained and
endorsed by several.

Questions from query box disposed of.

subseguently, the report of the Com-
mittee on Criticism. After which the
adjourned till the following

others.

between

n 2Es810n.

medt

LB

marning.

July 3d. Meeting opened with a hymn
atd the reading of the minutes, followed
by an ipstructive and interesting address
on History, by Prof. A. A Kincanon, of
Yeraona The fac ilit)’ and ense with
which he made the transition from
ancient to modern authors, proved him
thoronghly acquainted with the intrica-
cies of his theme.

Then followed a free discussion of the
relative merits of text books of History,
closing with a majority in favor of
sSwinton,
Music—Instrumental Miss
Elljot,

l'rl}f R W. .'n]]r'ri. of l_'ﬂi lilllhu,‘, then
delivered a very brilliant and enthusias-
tic address on the subject of Industrial
Education. successfully combatiing the
mistaken idea so long prevalent in the
South that woman’s limited sphere left
her no alternative but to be « teacher or
somebody's wife.

Music— Voecal duet, by Misses White
and Giill.

Next, an essay—theme: How To In-
terest The Student, by Prof. Hamiter,
of Houston. This subject waz neutly
amd ably handled

Music—=8olo, by P'rof. Winston.

Adjourned till three o'clock,

Afternoon session, July 3d, opened
with an oral address on The Ethics of
Teaching, by Prof. J. M. Carter, of
Poantatoc ; defining the relative duties of
pupil and teacher, followed by an essay
read by Mrs. V. T. Mitchell: subject:
Methods of Teaching English Grammar;
evineing deep thought and a seientifie
knowledge of the theme.

After which Prof. W. E. Johnson, of
Tuka. was introduced, who read an essay
having for its .ﬂuhjuc'.. Discipline In
School—demonstrating clearly that it is
the duty of every teacher, wherever it is
at all practicable, to inculecate the prin-
ciples of self-government.

Next was an address by Prof. H. I3,
Abernathy, of Troy, Miss., on “The Im-
portance of Outlining aud Written Reei-
tations,” followed ty discussions on
dingraming and analysis. Adjourned
till eight o’clock, July 4.

Reopened with prayer by Rev. Mr.
Barpes. In the absence of Prof. J. W,
Jonson, Prof. Kimbrough, of CYkolona,
selectod as chairan.

A splendid Address on “Normal
Methods of Instruction” was then de-
livered by Prof. H. A. Dean, of Iuka,
Miss., who, in an easy, graceful style,
advanced his ideas.

Prof. J. W. Btokes of Corinth, was
then introduced. Ably he discanted
upon “The Advantages of a Graded
System.”

This was succeeded by one of the most
odifying addresses delivered during the
mesting, by Prof. J. G. Dupree of Clin-
ton, on the subject of “Ihscipline of
Mathematics.” He charmed the audi-
ence with logical expressions’of tlmusht.
frequently interpolating a graceful flow
of oratory with literal demonstrations
of facts by figures.

Next was an illustration of Elocution,
by Prof. R. H. B, Gladney, whose won-
.derfully, graceful and pathetic rendition
of “An Appeal in Behalf of Ireland,”
won universal applause.

Music— Vocal Selo, by Miss White.

The final address, on “Organic Matter
of the Soil,” was then delivered by Dr. R.
W. Jones, who supplied the place of
Prof. H. H. Harrington. )

Exercises closing with music. An in-
strumental solo by Miss Waddell. The
next meeting of the Association will be
held at West Pé)int at a Some to be ar-
ranged by the Executive Committee.
o ’tfully submitted by Miss Ellea
T. Arnett, Secretary of the Committee
on report to THE CLARION.

Salo lr'\'

FULTHER NOTES OF THE ASSOCTATION.

OxgorLoxa, July 7, 1885.
DeAR Crarios: The Teachers’ Asso-
ciation held here last week lasted three
days, and was a splendid success. Tt
was one of the largest and best repre-
sentative body of teachers ever assem-

eighty teachers were present.
:;b' “y of interest were discussed -
ladies participating in the direct

(=

1scussions wi

strating the wisdem of the parties who | mu

manded—work which cannot survive
interruption of a spres,
properly done by a shaky band or a

Sd]ed brain—it is well understood
that convenient whisky privileges are
hurtful.

The charter of the Mississippi Milla
at Wesszon provides that no intoxicating
liquors .‘hat .

nor be!

trust him with the high and sacred
fenction of legislation. The elimioa-
tion of this issue from party contests|
cau be accomplished by the candidates|
thiemselves. '
To achieve the end for which we are|
| organized, friends of reform, you must|
carry the spirit of the State Convention
into the primaries. Whatever your|
party affiliation, secure the nomination |
of good men and urge their triumphant
election. In some counties the whisk}'l
men sre threatening to run a “‘wet |
ticket.” They thereiore precipitate the |
issue and must abide the consequences. |
An avowed whisky candidate we do not |
believe can be elected in a single county |
{in the State. Bat some may dodge the
{ question and endeavor to repeat the|
{ history of other years. Thir i a time|
clear convicfions and  pronounced
| apinions.  Let the Executive Committees
|of each county at once put such
asgencies at work as will ac[:ie-n: the |
| purposes of our movement. The demand
{ for thorough organization and stirring |

| agitation, Ismnunent and lmperative. A

for

: | 3 = : . |
! be sold within the corpo-!few mass-meetings in each coanty, ad-|

rate limits. Over these mills presides | dressed byJearnest, well posted speakers,
the same cotton king who is reported as| will awaken the thought and quicken |

His

finding their way to all parts of the
world. The sale of intoxicants is for-
bidden at Wesson, not from any puri-
tannical Prohibition sentiment but
simply from that point of view which
takes in the dollars and cents. Shrewd
capitalists, lopg-headed business men,
cunsider that it makes the investment
of their money safer and more remu-
nerative.

There may be a humane stand-point
in it also. The large majority of oper-
atives in ecotton miils are women and

should be exposed

daily from home to work, is repulsive
to any kindly nature. Innocence and
purity revelt at contiguity with the
dram shop. Hence it may be to protect
these classes, and to invite their labor,
that Prohibition was established.
However,'no matter what may have
been the motive, it is quite certaia that
mansgers of such in-llu-lric.—"‘ a8 cotton
mills, believe: that their interests
thrive betier where saloons are not
tolerated. If this is so, it might be well
to consider which would be more
profitable to Jackscuo, saloons or a cotton
fuctory; whick would bring in the most
money ; which would afford employment
to the greatest number; which would do
more toward the happines and’ elevation
of our people; which would give us a
greater name abroad, and bring us more
in contact with the world bayond ; which
would provide more homes for the
the people, and give to our growing
Capital City more of the air of thrift
and success? Shall the screens which
shut in a traflie, of which both wendors
and vendees seemed to be ashamed, give
place to the open view of busy leoms,
where innocent operatives need no protec:
tion from public gaze, no sanction from
majority petitions? Shall we export
clothor import liquors? Shall we educate
our boys to be spinners or bar-tenders?
Shall we patronize an industry, whose
fabrics clothe and comfort our people, or
uphold a traffic which promotes
only poverty and wretchedness? It
seems very plain to us jthat the phil-
anthropist, thelutilitarian, yea even the
ﬁlll'l‘“'tll money-maker, can have but one
answer to these questions.
consistent man, no matfer what you may
call him, must see that saloons antago-
nize all the best interests of the people,
whether considered in a financial
social or moral point of view.

Papa’s Feolsteps.

BY HAREY JOY.

Not long since, while standing at a
window I noticed two little boys at play.
They had a tin plate of tea cakes and
one of papa’s old brandy bottles filled
with water. i

“(3ive me more waler,’
younger of the older brother.

“Pshaw, Jim! Its wine! Can’t you
think?” exclaimed the older brother,
handing the bottle to the younger.

“Oh, yes, I forgot. Wine—awful nice
—thank you.” and he drank half the
water in the bottle.

They were not thirsty, oh no, but
water out of a brandy bottle tasted
better: more than that, it looked manly
in their childish eyes. They were fol-
lowing in papa’s footsteps, just as fast
as their little feet would carry them.
Father, you may be a moderate drinker
yourself ; vour son begins early; will he
drink moderately teco? Would you have
your son a drunkard? Would you have
your daughter a drunkard’s wife? Oh,
fathers! just as long a= we have a saloon
at every corner, just so long will our
boys be drunkards and our daughters be
drunkard’s wives!

Onee, not many years ago, two little
girls quarreled at schools. The parting
words of tha little blonde were: “You
ought to be ashamed to quarrel with
me! Your papa is a drunkard! Mine is
not,” and so with her little head thrown
back, she walked away

The dark faced little girl went to her
teacher’s desk and gazing straight into
the teacher's eyes, asked: .

“Miss Willie, is my paps a drunkard ?”

The teacher, not wishing to hurt her
favorite's feelings evaded the guestion;
when the child replied with great angry
tears in her eyes: “If my papa is a
drunkard, its right to be a drunkard!
Evar}'tbinﬁ my papa does is right!”

Poor child, she lived to learn that her
papa did drink, not sometimes, but oi}en;
she lived to learn shat it way not right
becaunse her papa did it. Donbtless she
loves her father just as well to-day as
she did then; but the old childish confi-
dence is gone forever!

It is hard, our children cannot trust
us always ax they do when they are
small. Yet 'tis not us they n dis-
trust, ‘tis the demon aleohol, the horrible
curse of our lovely land, that kills every
noble impualse born in the human heart.

"Tis useless, worse than useless, to ask
men mot to drink, when we have it
where they can take it or let it alone;
(and rest assured, my friends, they gen-
erally take it.) We appeal to fathers—
ou who have children to follow in your
foo will you help? Prohibition
needs the honest help of every honest
man in our land!

We appeal for balp. Who will an-
swer?
Jacksox, July 2d, 1885,

To the Friends of Prohibition.
Our State Prohibition Convention

held in the city of Jackson, July 1st,
Was 2 udrepnnnmiu“g;hrlngof
Mississippians. ~three

the

asked the

The earnest,

Or | . .
| closes his murigage on body and soul.—

desirous of establishing a factory here. | convictions that will leave at
unrivaled business qualifications] every friend of free whisky.
are well known and the success of hisjpessible the State Executiv
factory is eclearly shown by its fubri-;.-sl

home
As far as
ve Committes
will a=sist in the canvass of counties.
Caas B, Gatnoway,
Chairman.

Self-Made Poverty.

I would not say hard words aguinst
poverty: wherever it comes it is bitter
to all. But you will mark, as youa notice |

lcnr-'-fu!]y: that while a few are poor be- |

cause of unaveidable circumstances, a'
very large mass of the poverty of London
is the sheer clear result of profuseness,

| want. of forethought, idleness, and worst |

children, even children of tender years. |
That these delicate and helpless ones |
to the corrupting |
influences of the =zaloon as they pass |

of all, drunkeuness! That is the master |
evil. If drink ecould be got rid of, we
might be sure of conguering the devil |
himself, The drunkenness created by |
the infernal liguor-dens which plague-
spots the whole of this bhoge city is
appalling. No, 1 did not speak in haste |
or let slip & hasty word. Many of the
drink-houses are nothing less than iu-‘
fernal; in some respects they are worse, |
for hell has ite uses as a divine protest |
against sia, bur as for the gin-palace,
there is nothing to be said in its favor
Vices of the age cause three-fourths of
the poverty. If vou eould look at the
homes to-night, the wretched homes
where women will tremble at the sound
of their husband’s foot as he comes
home, where little children will crouch
down with fear, upon their little bed of
straw, hecause the human brute who calls
himself & “man” will come reeling home
from the place where he has been in-
dulging his appetites—il yon could look
at such a sight, and remember it will be
sean tan thoosand times over to-night, I
think you would say, “Gaod help us by
all mears to suve some.” Since the
great ax to lay on the root of this dead-
Iy upas-tree iz the gospel of Christ, may
(rod help us to hold that ax there, and
to work constantly with it till the huge
trunk of the poison-tree begins to rock
to and fro, and we get it down and
London is saved from the wretchedness
and misery which now drips from every
bough.—Rev. C. H. Spurgeon.

SvLnLivas, the prize-fighter, in his
testimony in his wife's divoree suit,
says: “'I have been full, but I never was
drunk in my life. I hayve been intoxi-

cated, and mever drunk. I was sick
sometimes after drinking, but never
drank.”” This is about the way the

average drunkard looks at the matter.

Any thing short of delirinm tremens is
not drunkenness with them. And so
they go on until the Whisky Devil fore-

Nashville Christian Advoeate.

OF the 137 counties in Georgia 96 are
under prohibitory law by local option,
and other counties wre moving in the
sgame direction. The honest masses of
that State seem to be reaching the
conclusion that strong drink must be
banished from Georgia. Why may not
thesober and moral people of Virginia do

something to rid themselves and the
State of this monster curse? “Shall we
while

ever live at this T-mr dying rate,”
our children and friends are poisoned
and killed by the hundreds vearly?

THE Legislature of Nebraska, at its
late session passed a law prohibiting the |
sale of tobaceo in any form to children.
Will,this thing never stop? Sumptusary
laws, not satishied with niming at the
rights of strong men, and depriving
them of their legitimate occupations,
invade the nursery, and lay their merei-
less grasp upon tender babes, thus crush- |
ing personal liberty in the eradle!—The
Voice. ’

No man oppresses thee, O free and |
independent franchiser! DBut does not
this stupid porter pot cppress thee? No|
son of Adam can bid thee come and |
go, but this absurd pot of heavy wet, |
this can and does! Thou art the thrall,
not of Cedric the Saxon, but of thine
own brutal intemperance. And thou |
sratest of “liberty,” thou entire block-
Leaal —Carlyle.

Just down on the side of the hill |
stands the old calaboose, & rotting and
decaying monument of the past days of
bar-rooms, drunkeumness, fighting and |
brawling in Easley, and just over on the
hill stands that splendid temple of
learning, which takes the place of those
defunct bar-rooms, The Lord be prais-
ed for swch a change.—Easley (8. C))
Messenger.

The Chicago Board of Trade Clock.

The clock is made of iron, bronze,
and steel, and weighs ten tons without
the bell, which weighs 4,500 pounds
more. The pendulum alone weighs
750 pounds. The works, which follow
tbe plan of the great Westminster
clock of London, are divided into a
time-train, a hand-train, anda striking-
train. These trains are separate ma-
chines, resting, side by side, on separ-
ate frames. The time-train simply
keeps time. The hand-train generates
the force that moves the hands on the
dials in the tower and in the main hall
and is set off at the proper time by the
time-train. The striking-train gener-
ates the force that strikes the bell. and,
like the hand-train, is set off at the
pmtﬁgaﬂmn by the time-train. Each
of trains is operated by & te
weight, and the three weights together
weigh 3,500. The hammer that strikes
the bell was to have weighed 120

but a patent hammer weigh-
mﬁ?y eighty pounds bhas been pre-
ferred. T tﬁ:ckv

| your tender words, vour ten

=SDALE
Count Von Lindenheim.

CONTLUDED

"It Was 3 mistake,” she repeated,
drearily. ~Ah. why do men make such
mistakes? Tell me"—speaking low and
breathlessly—=did you love her? What
am [ saying? Of course youdid! You
have told her so hundréds of times——
and—ouly a month ago™

=he was standing in the embrasare of |

the window. and she wrune her hands
together with a certain despairing gest-
ure, born of her pain and her despair.
Hearing her, Count Lindeunbeim stood

up, and, coming near, put hisarm about |

her, e was so tall that when he held
her thus in his firm hold she was power-
less to move.

“Listen.” he said, in #lear, determin- |

ate tones, and with one burning hand
over her clasped ones. “You ghnll hear
me once, and you ! believe me. Do
not taunt me e past; it wasa
wistake. I shall go back to her, I shall
tell her so. Sheisagood woman: she
will give me back mv freedom, If she
does"—his arm was now clasped more
tightly about her—~1 will come back.
and I will remind vou. of t

“And if she will not™ It was Syd-
ney’s volce that asked the question—
Sydney’s volee, so low that he had
bend his head to bear what she said,

She felt the elasp of his hand tigh
but his voice was steady as he answer-
ed, “Then in some happy future yvou
must forget me.” Dut his voice faltered
as he spoke. '

“1 canmot, T eannot.,” she eried, and |
he felt the guickened heartbeats, the |
passionate \':l|-|';11'?n'-:r<-!' her voice. *Oh,
VUL l'al-k to [Iu."."

“When I come back,” he answered. *T |
will say all to you that 1 am forbidden
to say to-night. When 1 come back.”
his voice losing its determination and
growing tender and loving, “I will ask
for the kiss that I will not take to-night.
Now, 1 will only,” putting her ata lit-
tle distance from him—*1 will only look

to

| 4l yout once more, and ask vou to trust |

me. It will not be for very long. but
trust me until you see me again. Will
you promise?”

“I promise
believe me exx
trust vou, and wi
you again.”

He shivered a little after her words,
and it served to remind Ler of what she
had wellunigh forgotten.

“Youn ought not to be here,” she said.
14'!!*[!'1'3}. “You know vou prowised
that, if [ would listen to what vou had
to say. yvou would take care of vourself
afterwand. And it is not taking care
staying in this cold, dark room—is it*"

I am bappy here,” he answered—he
was walking restlessly up and down the
long room—"and who knows * But
his words were cut short bya coungh
“Don’t scold me,” lie said breathlessly;
“I told vou I had canght cold. I will go
to Led, and begin to take care, or 1 shall
not be it for my journey to-morrow.”

*1 do not think you will be fit any-
how.” she answered, lopkinge anxiously
at him, “but it isas well to tryv. So
good-night: 1 am going back to father.™

He took her hand in his. “Good-
night.” be said; then of a sndden, kneel-
ing before her, he lifted it to his lips.

“You are good,” she said, gently, *I
am sure vou are good. Forgive me if 1
have been unkind. It is only because [
am 50 very, very unhappy.”  And, with |
these words, she stooped and lightly
Kissed the fair bent head. )

But the jouruey on which so much de-
pended was not to be taken on the mor-
row. The Fates interposed. and Syd-
ney Loraine scarcely knew whether to
be most glad or sorry when she learnt
in the morning that therve was no chance
of Count von Lindenheim leaving their
honse that day. ;

“Or his room.” Mr. Loraine added.
“He has had a bad nicht, and is fever-
ish and ill this morning, 1 hope.” with
unusual sharpness, “that Mrs, Robert-
son is sufticiently grateful for her imp,
and will not encourage its dower-gath-
ering propensities.” '

Sydney, who wis walking across the
room, stooped and Kissed the gray head.

“Ah! she was grateful, father, we
Enow that; and even we.” with a little
smile, “would not hasve hadit other-
wise, Although” after a moment’s
panse, “there certainly are a great many
children in the world.” :

i".}ll-.l only one Esme von Lindenheim,
ens

She did net answer: buta moment
Jater began arranging some faint-scent-
ed eream-colored roses and fern leaves
in a glass.

“You can take them up with vou,
father, when you go; it will show that
he isnot forgotten. And tell him that
though I grieve for the reason. still I
am glad he is not going awav to-day,
You are listening, father, vou will not
forget”

“Do I ever forget”™ And inproof that
he did not, he brought her later on. to
where she =at under the tulipa-tree
idling, making no pretense even of
working or reading, a folded slip of pa- |
per, on which was written in pencil his |
thanks, a [ew words in German, and be-
low them his name—Esme von Linden-

ain.

“You juds

be answeredl. “Do not
when I say that I
Il trust you until I see

e

from that, I hope, that 1
did not forget, and that your message
and flowers pleased him.”

And he still looked ill, when, three
days later. he t‘e:u;{pum'-u} down-stairs.
The old doetor had come and given his
advice. Rest and warmih, no more
talking than was necessary, and, to in-
sure all this, bed, that was by far the
best place. e was interested in the
stranger, as most people were who knew
him, and he was not surprised that his
hostess should follow him out on to the
sunny terrace andask what he thought,
and if there were anything she could do.

“No, no; quiet is the best thing, and
this lovely weather is in his favor. His
lnngs are delicate, and with so much
fever one always fears inflammation;-
I.\Int we must hope it won't come to
that.”

Her heart seemed to die withinher as
she stood in the golden sunlight, with
the bright unclonded morning sky above
her: but the kindly old eyes looking in-
to hers saw no shadow of the pain there,
heard no inflection of it in the tones of
her steady voice.

“No.” she repeated, “we must hope it
will not come to that. You must take
great care.”

“We can’t let him owe his death to
us,” the doetor said, cheerily., turning
away: “we’ll take téo much care for
that.,”

At his words Sydney shivered., and
felt cold through all glory of the
Aungust sunshine,

ugh after all,"a shade of defiance
in her thoughts as she made her way
back to the garden, “I am not really un-
.. Why should I be? He only needs

But words did not banish the shadow
of anxiety.

_ But now the days were over, had been

lived through somehow: and on this

4

Sunday evening in the lo drawing-
room, with the windows cl‘_]ofed against
mn treacherous ewv air, the
a miniature wood

on the wide, o

fire pen

S sat in old Mr. Loraines great

ﬁ%wm fireplace, Count von

Lindenheim on a low seat by her

They were alone, for after
.:ndlttnrltunc.m'mioud%

f
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Pl
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| had done the night of his arrival: its

! of many lmp]{\,\' evenings. You told me

her; and this seemed magnified tenf
] by the increased delicacy of his npw

“GoNa-Uye,” she sald. softiy: ¥

love makes it easier.” Y o
- “Good-bye,” he repeated.

She lifted her eves once more to his
and then turned slowly away. But. hav.
ing reached the doorway, she paused
and looked back. 1

_He had thrown himself down in the
big armchair where she had sat the
earlier part of the evening, his face hid-
den In his arms outstretched on the
table beside it—the whole attitude one
f such suffering and despair, that al-
most involuntarily she paused. And
after & second's hesitation, she came
back the few steps to his side

“Esme.” she said, low and timidly,
and, as he did not move or make any
reply. “Good-bye is abitter, heartbreak-

ance. He himself was not 3o depressed
and unhalxl\p_v as he had been wh?m she
|had Seen him Iast. The consciousness
that he was no longer obliged to wait,
lhut Wwas starting to-morrow. had per-
haps acted as a stimulant to his nerves;
in his smiles and eonversation she

f felt the personal charm that had been
| sostrong at first. For him it was the
day before the battle. and there was
something of the thrill of coming excite-

| ment. Something, perhaps, in being
once more in the presence of the wo-
man whose love he need not doubt of
having won. It would be ahard and
bitter fight, but she was worth it—or so
it seemnéd to him as he watched her in
1‘#‘;‘::‘%“_““""}““: which wasassociated | ing word,” she went on gently. “Does
. .vr.’;;l{}tlf{alueti: ;gm d}lr. Loraine. | it comfort you to know that it vou saf-
i€ same while dress that she | EPI‘. m;!}u l];"that_ if ,"uurareheart'hruken.

S0 am 1?7 I»es it comfort vou—it must
folds fell softly aud gracefully about | —to know that day and night I am pray-
her, and in her hand was the fan of |ing God to keepyou until we meet
peacock’s feathers. - again? ' ' [ "

“Are you really better?™ she asked, | There wasa moment’s silence: then
suddenly, after a long silence, in which | Esme von Lindenheim felt her arm
she had been watching him. “Tell me
the truth: yon are not quite well"—a
faint question in the tones—*but you
are much better®"

“I am not quite well." he repeated,
sitting more upright, “but [ am much
better, and shall be better still when I
am back in Germany.”

“Yes, " aie said, saftly. “I hope s0."

He laid his hand on the feather fan
on her knee.

“Your hopes and wishes will do me
good,” he said. “never fear.” And then.
suddenly—"1 wish you would get an-
other fan,” he went on. “I cannot bear
to see you carrving this one about with
you."

“It is pretty,” tonching it caressingly,
“and it has memories. [t reminds me

and forehead.

“trood-bye,” she faltered, and “Good-
bye™ he repeatad, lifting his eyes. full
of tears, to hers; and then he knew that
if he did not regain his freedom he had
looked his last uto the gray eves he had
learnt to love, heard hersay “Good-bye™
for the last time,

CHAPTER 111,
“UND WAS DU EWIG LIEEST, IST EWIQ
DEIN."

Hayes in August, under cloudless
summer skies, roses and jasmine look-
ing in at every window, was a very dif-
ferent place from Haves on a eold wet
day in May, with a wild west wind howl-
ing out of doors, dashing cold showers
of rain against the windows, and mak-
ing the warm, firelit drawing-room a
very desirable place in which to listen
to the warring elements without.

Up and down the long room, in the
fashion that was familiar tothem, walk-
&d Sydney Loraine and her father, talk-
ing occasionally, and then remaining
silent, boththinking their own thoughts,
in the way that long-tried affection only
dare venture upon.

They had been in London for some
weeks; it was only this afternoon they
had returned. and Sydney was congrat-
ulating berself on being once more at
home.

“It is so pleasant being alone, is it
not, dear father? Do vou know, [ some-
times wonder if the restof the svorld
finds us as dull as we find it. What a
comfort it is we never fail to interest
and amuse each other!”

“I gquite forgot to tell vou, Sydney,
that 1 asked Roy Carteret to comedown
here!”

“Why did vou do that”—Sydney half

used in her walk, but went on again
directly—"I do not believe you forgot, I
think you were afraid to tell me.”

“Do you got like him? Did you not
wish him to come? I thought he inter-
ested yon, and he has promised to take
some sketches for me. But if I had
thought—"

“Dear father,do not mind me. Of
course [ am glad you asked him. My

it was uniucky. vou remember, the first
time I'saw you.”

“And you.” he replied, “said you did
not fear the especial form of -luck it
might bring.”

“But I do.” she cried, passionately,
rising to her feet. “I am afraid of it—
I am afraid to run any risks,” moving
swiftly away, and placing it on adistant
table. “There,” returning to his side,
*I will never touch it again.”

“What a foolish woman vou are!” he
said gently, as she stood once more by
his side.

“I eannot help it,” she eried, and when
he looked at her he saw there were tears
in her eyes. “I care too much to be
wise! wish—-" she began abruptly,
and then turned away, and stood with
her back to him, leaning against the
mantelshelf.

“What do you wish?" he questioned.

“Oh, I wish I had seen her—that I
Enew her—even what she is like.”

He did not answer in words, but rose
and left the room, and a few minutes
later came up to where she was still
standing by the fire, and placed in her
hands a small case.

She took it over to a distant lamp,and
there opened it. And when she had
done so, a fair girl’s face looked frank-
Iy out toward her, blae-eved and red-
hpped, with rippling corn-colored hair.
For some seconds she remained gazing
at it, with jealous, misty eves, scanning
every line of the girlish face, which was | remarks were general, not partieular,
not beautiful, but true and honest. | Men are not, as a rule. very interest-
Then she closed the case, and came back | inp.” ”

went on Mr.

to his side. _ 5 “But he is interesting,
“Tell me,” she said, her voice sinking | Loraine, with unusual persistence. “He
to a whisper, “does she love you?” | is elever, amusing, and draws well: be-
There was no yeply. sides, he has helped me a great deal in
_ “Of course she does," her words com- | a wav that bas given him not a little
ing quickly, unsteadily. Then sinking | trouble.” '
on ler knees by him: "It is at her ex-| “He is quite awareof his advantages *
lu-nw that Tam wishing to be made | Sydney replied, with a shade of bitter-
wmppy. But you will go back, and it | ness in the tones that used not o e
will come 1-_1::!'.1- between youn and her, | there. “Sometimes, father, 1think peo-
You see it is not your happi- !-Iv know the value of everything be-

I mean.

ness [ eare for—it is just my own,”| longing to them, including unselfish-
clasping her hands tightly about his| ness and all their other virtues. Now
arm. “Ldo not want you to be happy | do not scold me for being uncharitable

with her, I want
me,”

Her voice faltered, and she laid her
head where her hands were clasped
about his arm, and burst into tears.

Ie spoke soothing words, and strok-
ed her soft hair caressingly, asif she
had been a ehild, trying to calm the un-
accustomed gtorm.

At length she lifted her
eyes to his.

vou to come back to | and hard. I say that to you, but te him
I will be charming: interested and ap-
preciative of everything, including
sketches and unsellishness™

Mr. Loraine’s only reply in words
was, “I am glad you judge me more
Kindly than you do the words:” bt for
a few minutes his thoughts did not
wander away to the subject of the new
book. which was engrossing him at pres-
ent; they remained with the tall, slender

miserable

o “Do not despise me she sighed. |daughter. by whose side he was wulk-
Dear Esme,” laying her cheek against | ing. Somefimes now, as he found him-

his hand. “I am only jealous, that is it,®
with & faint smile; “jealous. Andthere
is always something despicable abont
jealousy. And I made sm-snznnd resolu-
tions to~day—and in church too—that [
would not spoil your last evening with
my excitability and follv. I meant to be
g0 calm and wize, And now——"

“Dear child,” he said gently., “dear
child,” smoothing her ruffled brown hair
caressingly, “do not be afraid. If1 live,
I will come back—or write? he added,
Interrogutively.

“No, no.” she rvl:limi softly, *do not
write. Come back to me if you are
free, and if not"—her voice dving away
into sad indefiniteness—=oh. 1 shall un-
derstand! It will not be necessary even
to write. But get wall.” she went on.
“that is the frst and meost important
thing. When [ next see you, let me find
you quite well.”

Her voice was steadv now. She had
brushed the tears away. Perhaps his
words had inspired her witha faint
shadow of hope, perhaps some remem-
brance had come to her of the resalu-
tions she had formed whilst listening to
the belis ringing through thecalm sum-
mer evening—resolutions which  in her
{lm?.-:iu:.l:\tr_]-ain and suffering she had

roken—that she would spare him as
much as might be any share of the
trouble which had fallen on her: he had
guite enough o bear himself, and he
was ill. And over and over again had
not the doctor said that all worry and
anxiety, and above everythingall excite-
ment, was, if possible, to be avoided?
And she knew it. As she looked at him
now, and noted the little red flush on
his cheeks amd the feverish brightness
of his eves, she knew that it was through
her fault, her foolish emotion, that he
was suffering afresh. What was the
good in erying out? She was hurt, per-
mps, but, as they were cirenmstanced,
there was nothing he could do, only feel
as a stab all her passionate words.

“I wish,” she began at length—but she
did not move her cheek away from the
hand against which it rested—"1 wish
sometimes one eould choose the mo-
ment of one's death: I think I should
say now. To-morrow I shall be so un-
happy. but now, at this moment—1 have
forgotten that.”

“Forget it still.,” he answered: “and
believe me, if | can make the future
easy for you, I will."

“Putting it into words has broken the
charm.” she said. “But you see for

ourself that my wisdom has come back,

not fear. [ am not going to make
ziuu miserable any longer. I am going.”
ghtening a little her clasp upon the
hand she beld, “ta say ‘Good-night —for
ou promised you would not stay up

te,
“It is *Good-bye." " he replied

self growing older and his hair grayer,
the thought would flash across him that
if he could have seeén her a proud and
happy wife, with children clinging about
her, the future would net have seemed
s0 gray and dull, to which one day he
would have to Jeave her.

“But though 1 used to wish she might
not leave me 1 have never influenced
her. and T would always hive done any-
thing for her happiness. It is she her-
self who has ever been unwilling to
quit her home. She is capable of love,
know it, but somehow it seems that
o man has ever been able to touch her
heart.” But his thoughts being thus
turned to the subject rn- sighed, when
ai'l the library door he paused and enter-
ed at.

“What a sigh. father! That is forbid-
den.” kissing him. “Are yvon going to
write to-night? You ounght to be too
tired for that, but you grow two years
younger every year, and I.” half smil-
ing, “two years older.”

*We shall soon be the same age at
that rate. Come inand licht my can-
dles” 4
“When does Mr. Carteret arrive?” she
questioned, the taper in her hand.

“To-morrow about fivé. 1 promised
we would send to meet him."”

sShe made no comment on his words,
but, having lit the candles, returned to
the drawing-room.

Dack there, she stirred the fire into a
brighter blaze, then recommenced her
walk to and fro, noting as she walked,
now and azain with satisfaction, some
familiar object that after the month’s
absence it was a pleasure to see againg
but at length pausing in her slow walk,
she sat down in the wide armchair on
the hearth-rug, and pursued her train
of thought with eyes fixed on the fire,
as if she read a story there.

As she sits thns, her bhands lightly
clasped on her knee, the lamplight
above her shows the changes that time
has brought to her. 1t is a different wo-
man from the one in the white dress
who faltered out her heart-broken fare-
wells in this very room. The face is
thinner than of old, and the lamplight
shows gray bairs in the dark head; the
gray eyes are a little harder. a little
colder, and the grave mouth smiles less
often than it did. The world with its
disappointments and troubles has a
way, hardening to those who have to
fight many of its battles, and nearly five
years have gone by since Esme von Lin-
denheim said in this very room, “If 1
regain my freedom [ will return, if not
I will write;” and he had not returned,
had not even written. One little note
had come from him to Mr. Lo
ted from Berlin, thanki him for

is kindness, telling him of his arrival

nickly. | so far.
“[ am going early to-morrow, No,*as| *“I am arranging for leave to go home
she would have spoken, “it is better.far | at once.® A m of remembrance
better. You know, 1 wished to godays | to his daughter, thatwas all. From
then till now 50 great, that not

e pg:sn mmh;:al s
. n. ET Ol war-
gﬂ in her desolate heart, a!llgll' her

the silence meant he had ed,
and that he could not, or would not,

:f;o. I think,” his voice faltering a Ht-
e, “1 -would rather not say “Good-bye’

again.

“L will not a@n‘ break my resolu-
tion.” she . lwilldowhn{euryou
best. I am not very brave, but I

obedient.” 1

can and say so.
Ehamodu_plushequke,md.‘&e.‘
she went on, “I am trying toactas I
8 Iam going at once. This
&.ﬂ

about his neck, her soft kisses on hair |
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unsaid.
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be right.”

know

scarcely regch vou.

her whilst T had his beart
r he gave it all back to her
gyl_ow. everything. Why not, why

be

e had

ack the calmness she need- | kpees:

“Why is he coming?™ she
her eves to the dark sky. “I do not wish
to see him,” almost deflantly. “Though,
after all, what difference does
who comes or who stayvs aw |

But no shadow of the previous night
was about her as, in the smatl morning-
room. which looked on to the gardeq,

she sat mak?
ing for Mr.

ad w

=

Stirred by the thought,
aerself Lo talk.
good introductory topic.

“To-morrow, if it isfine.’
a glance at the rain pouring down out
of doors, “I shall go 1
the country; amd if not,
drawings I should be glad
the house itself. Theone of theopposite

should

part of the house, taken from the room

-wonld

A

|

He looked at her as if surprised ‘at |
in the
saw she was not looking at him, and the
softness vanished from her eves, when,
“I will come down ;
he said. “Show me what vou would like.
and I will do my very best.”

“Thank yon. you are very kind.” she
unfortunately,
have to leave out of a picture the thon
4 Suminer
thousand gentle sounds which make it

wl stir

“But,
of

reality.

vou to offer todo it for e, and 1 shoukl

Some day, vou know, I sup-
I live long enongh, I shall have
to leave here,
who hunts fve davsa
wssession, And as hecanunot hunt here,
i don't suppose he will love it quite

*It must always be a bitter
make a new home,” he

| an-i\ conventl
which carried not the slizl

shonld
Ve, s

LTIV

thought, as he followed her
“1 always
though surely there is no need,
one savs she 1s proud and cold, but I do
not alwayvs think so.

as ir

not b

suggestion she rose at once.
“It would be very pleasant, _
stopped raining.” looking out of the win-
“I will put on my hat.”

aler L

their way.sagninst the hlustering wind,
parrow village street.

“I= 1t too rongh for vou? he asked.
“No, I enjoy it.” she declared
will go above to the pine-womd: 1 love
the sound of wind In pine-trees.”

You are sure it will not tire you*"
horme
that tires one,” she answer
“Do not you also think that?”

hink it mnst be so, butthat
is rarely a2 man’s fate”

“No. it is a woman's."

He turned his head quickly.
ed to him as if the words came with a
sob, but perhaps the strong wind had
breath,
were toiling up was very
paunsed a moment, however.
“There is no use offering youanarm.”

ng al

“Yon
ake it,

“Even if 1 were tired.” she repeated,
But I am gratefol «ll

not.

re not.
you,

“Well, it is no conecern of

hat

also.”

The

and n

1L 1S 50 wel,
explore the house now, and lind bits
stiitabile for your pencil.™

why it i8.”" was his
abont the

feel SOrry for her,
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she would
take more interest, if she could.
stands between her and life?
she is satisfied with the present, or is it
that she has a past=”

“Will you come for a walk?" he asked
her one afternoon.
four o’clock, but it had rained all dav,

for

to

Then, a moment later. the passion
ont of her wvoice.
agohl must forget.

Ah, po, no!

ying too dear. I would
w that you were happy—
even.” smiling more’ softly, "with

W,

good and kind; perhaps when
he saw her,
tell her, and so sacrifice
me. Perhaps, betterso.
something saved out of the wreek "
She did not close the window, but re-
sumed her pacing up and down; it seem-

not ;hv cournge to
himself—and
It would be

He was

fair-haired
on his way into M
long ago. And yet
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thought

=for

sl
sketches proved

h and explore

to take from
mmagine the older

make a charming

=L wish I could draw.” sheinterposed,
“for I should like to have just that bit
It i¢ charming.
mentary enthusiasm, “it should be done
in summer, when the acacias are in
or on a starlit summer
her hamds clasping and unelasping
is a dream of loveliness then.

h, but.,” with mo-

night.™
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tones, but he
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Nothing that 1

nothing that 1 conld l
offer vou, would you ever be grateful
for. You wonld say ‘thank you' because
it is conventional A : ?
and you are too well-mannered to for-

ay ‘thank you,

“Be happy in vour own way.

me down here to

You have put meoff day

love

need

She moved a step away when

away. t}

shill»."

“That is for vour fathbr's sake,
for vour own. But even on those terms, |
I would rather keep it, though it is not

“You will forget.™ she said.
*I do notthink so.” he answered quiet-
ly. but e made no

Almost in silence they returned. Un-
der the cirenmsiances it was dificult to
prolong the walk, besides it was grow-
g dusk, so they went back the way
they had come,
The dinner hour was rather
ordeal to look forward to under the cir-
cumstances. Sydney wished it wellover |
many a time, as she dressed.
difficult to talk as if pothing had hap-
pened, and yet it must be.

“He will soon forget. He will goaway
to-morrow, and when next we meet—"
She did not complete her sentence.
Her thoughts drifte
hife. her own future.
“It would not be fair to any one.” she
said, looking at her sad evesin the glass.
=I could not help fretting, it would not

The dinner was not as uncomfortable
as she had feared mi
Mr. Loraine had done a good after-
noon’a work, and was full of Lis book,
and some drawin
done for him. and
to talk as lightly 1y
No one seemed to noticed Sydoey's si-
lence. Her black ml:i:e gre«sa m
Jook very pale. wre were dark
shadows under her éyes
mhtneas‘of the diamoud stars in her

and throat did wot quite eounter-

“ ‘s hearts do not break so easily

she bitterly, as she  listened to
-guham-m'na e

: Tain

e

and

by day, but I conld not go without say-
is
)‘nur!i._l. think, since the first day I saw
{u‘:u. bere is no hope in my heart, but
could not go back
You
them—what is there to answer?
can only reply yvou know
you do not eare for my love: bot
same it is yours, to do what you will |

has besn

|

mine.” he ‘

|

VOours |
|

leaving the words
not eveén answer
You

i, and that

all the

Lie had

“You need not be afraid.” he said; “I
am going to say nothing
And you need not move; you have
the knack of making a man feel as if he

mnore—uoth-

it his words could

He spoke bitterly, and she lifted her
eves with something that might
peen appeal in them: and her voice was
a little unsteady as:
answerad: "I do not mean to s unkind,
but [ can only say that I should not e
happier married. No," regaining steadi-
ness of tone, “do not sayunything more; |
not like to

have

*Forgive me." shis |

lose your friend- |

further protests-

a terrible

It was |

away to ber own

i be the case.

Mr. Carteret had
himsell appeared
easily as usual.
her

which even the

“Itis a long

“I am old enough to be less excitable. |
It almost seems like those past foolish,
hal[i;a_r days."

er thoughts then drifted to the visi- | weyril
tor of whom her father had spoken, and
she paused once again by the open win-

said, lifting |

it make | meé at

1z tea the following even- |
‘arteret, the man of whose |
advent her father had spoken.
a tall dark-haired, dark-eved man,—no
greater contrast could have been found
than between him and the f
strauger who
Loraine’s hear
this was the only man in whom Svidney
could recall her father being much in-
terested sinee.

“And it is selfish of me not o
civil to him L,
there are not many men who can share

roused | dowly ebbed as
& | her eyes,

* hesaid, with | pel him to

| seat, but she did not

| whose sice sl

| it all, kneeling by het

| should see

|11.1-.x

} echo of 1ts usual

not | fortn:

| staved with i

-h'- ‘ -y
timeu “i;mm he should follow h.git
‘e;&? chanece, howevfrr faint, was -3

ving.

Lon

| the

. long ago, was over amd buried
aintest possibility of any fa-
ture aceruing to her from the knowl-
edge of the life be was leading.

“But I should like to Enow.” wistful-
Iy. I should always Mke to know.®
Her thoughts had piétured hin so often
with the blonde German girl. HrowWn
| matronly and tender, teaching him year
! by year {o retwrn the 10ve that shone in

her honest eves—had pictuped him spme-

tmes with littld childrén alpout his
litthe thildren with frfik bloe

eves, and corn-colored hair, who were
added links in the chain st bound him
to their mother.

“I should like to know.” she thought
i then the door '-'}‘Q".l‘”‘l. and
Mr. Carteret entered the room, befors
she had time 2o lamish the softimss
| from her eves that the thought of the
past had bronght there,

Fell me.” he sabd at onece, without
&uy preface, "what did you want o ask
ner>™

“Y oun said” hesitatingly.
ing her eves steadils 1
been in Pomerania
| when was i

“It wos—let me see
pearly five vears agn. 1 went for avery
sad reasomn; to tell an old man. whom
had never séewn, about the death of his
[ was stayving at & small inn for a
couple of nights. The son was there,
very ill—he wus 1';}}:2‘1 way home. |
1 T + died. which he
any of his peo-
w, and afterward—"

Then. lift-
“vou said vou had
where were voy—

two, three, four,

B,

» was then
 @ven

to hear! No
she knew it

A, Wi
neod for am
alli now

Out of her cheeks and lips the eolor

wowitehed him: only
wide and painful with unshed
ooking into liis, seemed o com-
2o on; but when ke reached
that word, which seemed to shut ot
hope and e, she staggered back. and

tears, |

thereareseveral | would have fallen but for his stendvinge

hands,

“He is dead,” she eried, but very low,
sinking down on to the broad window-
let go the hands
that held bers: she seemedd to cling to
them. as if for comfort nmd support.

“He died, vinr cxiid! vesrsago, Why,
did vou not know jt# \ 1

O a sudden he seemmd to understand
so mueh: seemud to feel such pity for
the tremnbling, despairing woman by
Enelt, as to preclude all
Ve except as comprised in ten-

idea of lo

l .-I--HI:lI | -!c Fngss,

“*He was to come biek.” she said, “or
write."

“Amd } it (hid not hear™™

*Nothing., nothing™ with a
ing sob:; “1 have waitesl.”

she did not ery, she bhad wept all her

tears years ago.  They bad been wept
]

despair-

over Lis geave there was a feeling of
e wess nlmost in the thought,

me more.” she said at lengéh,
There was unreality in - Roy Carteret’s

FOSCIHY, i.:- wis not the muwm whose
ove-making only that very afternoon
had troubled her, but a kind friend who
had a warm huaman beart, and who
sympathized with ber in ber loneliness
and despair.

There was so little to tell; bat he told
alde, whilst the

wind blew in at the open window, and
her eyes looked abroad to the stormy
sky above, or to the wind-fossed trees
below

“He was never quite conseious from
the tirst mowment that I saw him. [ sat
up with hita that last night,—but hedid
not speak. and in, the morning he died.
His brother came next day, and at hi
wish [ went on to his home, and saw
his father, and told him all I could. But
vou ses it was not much,”

“Thank vou.” she said softly—could
he ever have thought her eves cold and
hagd?—*yon have been very kind. 1
think youn might tell father; hewas very
fond of him, and at first someNmes
wonder—Ah” her voice breakiong,—*“it
hiasg been such pain, such terrible pain®

He felt he could hardly trust his own
voice to say much
“Good-night.” he sail.—"or good-bye,
if you are not down early."”

“Good-bye,” sho repeated, almost me-
chanically, and turned away.

But even in her own room she did not
weep much

A few tears fell as she unlocked, and
took from a cuse that she had not open-
ed for vears, a sinall framed minlature
of & fair-haired™ anan, with bug eyes
thut 1o | somuewhat sadly into hers.
It was the only relic she possessed of
that buried time and her eves grew dim
as she lonked apon it. All the tears she
had shed had been upon  his grave, for
long years he Lad been at rest.  Tle had
been saved the battle, the burden bad
all fallen to her share. “And wis
strong, and have Borne it,” she thought.
“ITe has been saved so much, and as it
had to be, 1 am glad—xyes, | think I am
glad, that she never kifew. It is1 who
have borne it all’™ And she looked into
the mirror st the gray halrs and the
saddened eves that were the price she
had paid. “And. after all, I have been
to blame. 1 did not trust youas I prom-
isedd 1 would. Yon said if you lived you

| would come back, It seems asif I never

rememnbered that until to-night. But 1
told vou onece” she murmured, with
liands elasped, “that whatever bhappen-
ed, I would never grudge the price, and
I flo not—even pow, even now ™

The storm blew itself out in the night,
and a bright May sun shome out in the
moruing, 1o throw a little cheerfulness
over Mr. Carteret’s departure, :

ITe had wandered about the garden, -
had admired the peacocks so palpably
standing to be admired, hoping that he
Sviluev Loramme before he

left.  But she did not appear.
“So best.” he thonght witha sigh.
“There is, after all, nothing I can say.™

His “Grood-tive” sald to Mr. Loraine,
Le went into the library to feteh a book,
—it wounld pot be so very long now be-
fure he must find his way to the station.
But he had only been alone in the room
a few minutes when the door opened,

| and she came in.

She appeared tallér than usual in the
long white tgorning dress: nocolor any-

| where, and bis beart aehed when he
saw her,
“You do not look fit to be walkin

about.” he =zaid kindly, taking her hand
“1 hopedd that you were resting.”
“No," she said, I wanted to see you.
I vould not let yvom go without sayving
good-bive. and thanking you——" her
vodoe drifted away into a sort of dreary
lones.
“You were 50 kind,” she began again.,
hew, altering to a fresh sentence,
ing to-day™

he answered:

“dou’t worry
about me

“Why do vou g0 she asked; *yon
know father likes you being heére,—
vou,” hesitatingly, "were going to stay
onger than this"

“It iz better.” be answered,

He did not turn his bead as he spoke.
“Your father is coming uptotown in a
cand T will see him then.*

she did not answer. but remalned still
for a mor looking at him, as if
wondering what to sav next,—and then,
with a few steps, she stood beside him,
afd he knew was speaking wgain,
bier volee very soft and low,

“Mease do not " Her voice was so

.‘l.ll"

L ¥~
unstendy. that he conld scarcely cateh

s words, and he turned his head, amd
i down at her where she stood be-
side him, her hand resting on his arm.
“I think.” she began falteringly, “that

it is J who wish you to stay—you know

everyihing, will you stay now? T think
I want some one to take care of me.”

Walking the Track.

A sheepy E_p(!!ii“ulli'-!l:l was yawning and
rubbing his eyes in Edst Fifty-ninth
street one morning last week, when
his attention wne* attracted by the
sound of unsteady footsteps. An Irish-
man with o red face and s frin of
white whiskers came staggering along.
the worse for liguor. The man
recognized him as one of the political
lights of the ward.

“Good morning, Mr. Mulcahey."

“Gud wornin’ to you, sorr. Is it
(hie) pasht 2 o'clock yet?"

“It"s nearly 5. Hadn't you better
get home?"’

*Home—why home? Oll woman's
bome. [I've been to Mickey G P
wake. Everybodydrunk b?: m%ﬂ
sober, sorr.”

*Not guite, Mr. Mulcahey." -
“IFye want to bet I can’t walk a
line?"" -

“I'll bet you can't
track for a block.”

And what did she want to Enow? "". J.




